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)odies, that they retain all their features, though }uite black; the hair also remains. In one corner /vas a woman hugging her baby to her breast as the leath silence overtook her. We all went down hrough the snow in a regular caravan, and I joined ny mother at Villeneuve and went with her to 31arens.
Railways make travelling in Switzerland, as else-vhere, so easy now, that it is difficult to realise how ong and tedious the journey to Visp was when I next eft my mother to go to Zermatt. On my way I visited the old mountain-perched cathedral of Sion, hen one of the most entirely beautiful and romantic ihurches in the world, now utterly destroyed by a 6 restoration/' from which one might have hoped its Drecipitous situation would have preserved it. I talked in one day from Visp to Zermatt, and thence nade all the excursions, and always alone. The Corner Grat is much the finest view, all the others Deing only bits of the same. It is a bleak rock, bare )f vegetation, far from humanity. Thence you look lown, first by a great precipice upon a wilderness of glaciers, and beyond, upon a still greater wilderness )f mountains all covered with snow. They tell you )ne is Monte Rosa, another the Weiss Horn, and so )n, but they all look very much alike, except the jreat awful Matterhorn, tossing back the clouds from ts twisted peak. It is a grand view, but I could lever care for it. The snow hides the forms of the nountains altogether, and none of them especially strike you except the Matterhorn. There is no beauty, is at Chamounix or Courmayeur: all is awful, bleak and hat, to give her also some bonbons and a parasol!ated uncle, and my also celebrated brother,' than to attend ;o the Professor himself, who was exhibiting photographs >f the scenery and geology of the moon."hioiM*<i vi'iit*fatit>n   fur rauk, and  Iff. Kuril  KjL^iiioiit off
